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THE    SEARCH    OF    CERES 

ARORA  lifts  the  latch  of  morn, 
The  poppy  reddens  in  the  corn, — 
Ah,  woe !  another  day  is  born, 
And  still  I  tread  the  earth,  forlorn, 
And  call  on  gods  and  men  for  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone ! 

Through  Enna's  flowery  vale,  I  wist, 
Thy  feet  might  wander  as  they  list : 
No  amorous  god  with  thee  had  tryst, 
Thy  mouth  no  mortal  lover  kissed, 
And  all  the  Fates  were  kind  to  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone ! 

At  morn,  through  valleys  moist  with  rain, 
I  went  to  view  the  ripened  grain ; 
The  happy  reapers  piled  the  wain, 
All  day  I  trod  the  teeming  plain, 
At  eve,  in  vain  I  sought  for  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone ! 


'The  Search  of  Ceres 


Night  swept  her  sables  through  the  vale, 
Above  hung  Hesper,  calm  and  pale, 
In  bosky  depths  a  nightingale 
Her  fluting  hushed  before  my  wail, 
As,  crazed  with  woe,  I  sought  for  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone  ! 

Cold  Dian  lent  her  slender  horn ; 
I  lit  my  torch  in  angry  scorn, 
I  smote  the  cruel  dark  till  morn, 
Through  pathless  wilds  I  trod,  forlorn. 
To  earth  and  heaven  I  cried  for  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone ! 

Spoiled  of  her  whelps,  a  she-wolf  came  ; 
She  marked  my  torch's  crimson  flame, 
She  heard  me  moan,  and  call  thy  name, 
Our  wrong,  our  anguish  was  the  same; 
She  spared  me  while  I  sought  for  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone! 

Veiling  my  godhead,  on  I  go, 
Footsore  and  hungry,  spent  with  woe ; 
If  I  be  Ceres  scarce  I  know, 
A  mortal  anguish  holds  me  so  ; 
I  weary  all  the  land  for  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone ! 


The  Search  of  Ceres 


Fair  fruit  and  corn  make  glad  the  land, 
Men  reap  the  good  my  wisdom  planned, 
Mine  altars  rise  on  ev'ry  hand ; 
Yet,  joyless  and  undone,  I  stand 
Before  the  gods,  bewailing  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone ! 

Fair  Arethusa  —  undefiled  — 
I  met  along  the  flowery  wild ; 
I  told  my  woe,  the  naiad  smiled, 
And  gave  me  tidings  of  my  child. 
No  more  on  earth  I  seek  for  thee, 

Persephone,  Persephone  ! 
In  sunless  Hades  dost  thou  stray, 
By  Pluto  ravished  from  the  day : 
Now  swift  to  Jove  I  will  away, 
Just  Zeus  shall  hearken  while  I  pray, 
And  pitying  give  my  child  to  me, 

Persephone,  Persephone ! 

Not  vainly  Jove  did  I  implore, 

He  bade  me  to  the  Stygian  shore, 

The  dread  wave  Charon  sped  me  o'er ; 

I  hold  thee  to  my  heart  once  more, 

And  hell  is  heaven,  my  child,  with  thee,  — 

Persephone,  Persephone ! 
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Over  Ally  Blessed  Forever 


OVER  ALL,  BLESSED    FOREVER 

OH,  not  through  seemly  forms,  or  creeds 
By  man  with  skilful  thought  designed, 
To  me  He  comes,  the  Primal  Good, 
The  Sovereign  Force,  the  Central  Mind. 

He  moves  along  the  storied  past, 
A  Power  to  will,  to  plan,  to  guide  : 

He  works  throughout  the  world  to  day, 
To  animate,  inspire,  provide. 

Oh,  heart  of  Love  !  — to  me  he  comes 
Life's  gracious  purpose  to  fulfil, 

And  all  its  tangled  paths  are  sweet 
With  golden  glimpses  of  His  will. 

In  death  Fie  comes  to  bring  my  soul 

Through  aisles  of  shadow,  vague  and  dim, 

To  golden  stairways,  bright  with  bliss, 
Forever  winding  on  to  Him. 


Fragment  from  Blanche 


FRAGMENT  FROM  BLANCHE 

OVER  the  hills  the  brown-eyed  Autumn 
Hath  come  in  her  crimson  snood, 
Stark  dead  lieth  the  blue-eyed  Summer, 
Covered  with  leaves,  like  the  babes  in   the 

wood. 
Two  months  agone,  in  her  gay  green  mantle, 

Walked  the  maiden,  lithe  and  fair, 
With  knots  of  the  oleander  on  her  bosom, 
And  buds  of  the  tuberose  in  her  hair. 

Gaily  she  chatted  with  the  reapers, 

Rustling  the  gold  of  her  yellow  sheaves, 
Lightsomely  running  her  airy  fingers 

Over  her  harp,  full-strung  with  leaves. 
She  trimmed  her  mantle  with  silken  tassels 

Pulled  from  the  juicy  ears  of  corn  ; 
The  cricket  foreboded  her  doom,  but  lightly 

Laughed  she  the  pensive  prophet  to  scorn. 

At  last,  as  she  dreamed  in  the  noiseless  starlight — • 
Or  ever  the  Night  one  tear  had  wept  — 

The  hoar-frost  came  in  his  seed-pearl  mantle, 
To  kiss  her  eyelids  while  she  slept. 
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Fragment  from  Blanche 


Ah  me  !  it  was  ill  of  the  crusty  hoar-frost ; 

But  he  touched  her  on  lip  and  cheek, 
And  chilled  her  blue  veins  with  his  Arctic  kisses, 

And  never  a  word  did  he  speak. 

Then  danced  she  no  more  on  the  breezy  hill-tops, 

But,  faint  and  wan,  in  the  valleys  low 
She  lingered,  to  fringe  the  lids  of  the  gentian, 

And  deepen  the  aster's  purple  glow. 
She  saw,  through  the  rustling  wood,  fair  Autumn 

Come  up  in  her  crimson  pride, 
And  then,  on  her  couch  of  golden-rod 

Composing  her  lovely  limbs,  she  died. 


My  Ship 


MY   SHIP 

"  When  my  ship  comes  in  from  sea.'''' 

COME  hither, bold  mariner, worn  and  gray, 
Whose   keel    hath    plowed    through 
many  a  sea, 

And  give  me  news  of  that  laggard  ship  — 
The  ship  that  is  coming  in  for  me. 

You  should  know  her,  the  shapeliest  craft 
That  ever  danced  out  on  the  waters  blue; 

And  her  captain  is  a  hero  bold, 
And  fifty  loyal  tars  her  crew. 

Her  cargo  —  ah,  never,  no,  never  before 
Rode  forth  in  its  pride  upon  any  sea 

Such  a  golden-freighted  argosy 

As  the  ship  that  is  coming  in  for  me ! 

I  think,  perchance,  she  is  nearing  land ; 

For  now  and  then  when  the  days  are  clear, 
And  the  wind  blows  in  from  the  haunted  seas, 

The  boom  of  her  signal  guns  I  hear. 
7 


My  Ship 

I  was  but  a  little  maid  of  ten, 

Pulling  buttercups  out  on  the  lea, 
When  first  she  cleared  from  the  Golden  Isles  — 

The  ship  that  is  coming  in  for  me  : 

Ah  !  that  was  a  long,  long  time  ago, 

When  the  rose  on  my  cheek  was  round  and 

fair; 
And  now  there  is  many  and  many  a  thread 

Of  silver  tangled  in  my  hair; 

And  it  may  be  —  or  ever  she  comes  to  port  — 
I  shall  set  forth  on  the  Unknown  Sea, 

And  come  to  a  land  of  goodlier  things 
Than  ever  my  ship  could  bring  to  me. 


Foretold 


FORETOLD 

"  I  know  not,  by  my  troth,  what  we  did 
Till  we  loved. "  — DONNE. 

HOW  went  with  thee,  dear  heart,  the 
laggard  years  unblest 
Ere  we  two  met?    Alack!  no  skill  have 

I  to  see. 
I   can   but   know,  sweet,  that  (their  prescience 

guessed) 

All  my  life's  days  were  then  but  prophecies  of  thee. 
Thy  being  thrilled  my  maidenhood  from  far 
As  winds  unseen  thrill  aspen  leaves.     The  sea 
Sang  of  thee :    Autumn,   rustling    through  her 

ripened  sheaves, 

Old  Winter,  drowsing  numbly  'neath  his  snows, 
Spring,  with  blown  lilacs,  in  clear  monotone, 
And  Summer,  drunk  with  new  wine  of  the  rose, 
Foretold  thy  advent :  and  in  solemn  joy,  alone, 
Yearning,  I  waited,  till  my  heart  beat  fast 
Hearing  what  way  thy  love-led  footsteps  went ; 
And  then    I  knew   that  God  was  good.     Life 

flowered  at  last ! 

I  looked  into  thine  eyes,  belov'd,  and  was  content. 
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The  Song  of  Decay 


THE   SONG   OF   DECAY 

WHEN    baby    Earth   in    her  rounded 
beauty 
First  woke  on  the  bosom  of  dark 
some  Night, 

Reached  forth  from  the  desolate  arms  of  Chaos 
To  play  with  the  silver  fringes  of  light, 

Then,  then  from  the  teeming  womb  of  Nature, 
While  chorused  with  angels  the  stars  of  the 
morn, 

In  twin-throes  with  Life,  my  beautiful  brother, 
Unseemly  and  baleful,  I  was  born. 

My  brother  was  winsome,  and  blithe,  and  shapely 
(And  our  dame,  as  ye  wot,  is  a  cunning  wight) j 

I  was  but  a  dwarfed,  misshapen  changeling, 
And  she  heedfully  hurried  me  out  of  sight. 

She  thrust  me  under  my  brother's  table, 

And  there  do  I  hide  me  from  day  to  day  — 

Ha!  ha!  but  I  feast  there!  I  fatten  and  fatten 
On  the  crumbs  he  wantonly  flings  away  ! 
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The  Song  of  Decay 


11 1  must  portion  my  sons,"  quoth  Mother  Nature; 

Then,  smiling  and  sooth,  she  spake  us  fair, 
"Life,  beautiful  Life  shall  reign  over  my  kingdom, 

And  Decay,"  said  she, "will  I  make  his  heir." 

Life  hath  maidens  to  dance  in  his  festal  palace, 
In  moulds  of  the  rarest  beauty  cast ; 

In  his  garden  are  roses,  and  oaks  in  his  forest, 
Ha !  ha  !  they  are  all  to  be  mine  at  last ! 
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Springtime 


SPRINGTIME 

A  I !  who  is  not  glad  in  the  springtime, 
When  Earth  is  athrob  with  unrest, 
Feeling  the  beautiful  unborn  Summer 
Leap  under  her  bare  brown  breast  ? 

Already  the  kingcups  dot  the  meadow 

In  kirtles  of  yellow  bedight, 
And  the  rounded  buds  in  the  hawthorn  hedges 

Are  gowning  themselves  in  pink  and  white. 

The  robin  sits  hard-by  her  cradle 

(Daintily  wickered,  I  ween) 
And  trills  long  rollicking  roundelays, 

With  catches  of  plaint  between. 

In  silvery  zig-zag,  through  the  meadows, 
Like  school-weary  urchins  set  free, 

The  merry  rills,  with  laughter  and  prattle, 
Run  home  to  the  mother-sea. 

Ah !  there  winters  no  heart  in  the  wide  world 

But  leaps  to  the  blessed  Spring  ; 
For  Hope  will  come  with  the  robins, 

To  build  in  the  soul,  and  sing. 
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My  Summer  Child 


MY   SUMMER   CHILD 

THE  lavish  birds  at  dusky  dawn 
Filled  all  the  air  with  jargon  sweet 
I  saw  the  crimson-girdled  Morn 
Trail  through  the  dew  with  slow  white  feet. 

Rose-odors  through  the  casement  stole, 
The  Day  in  broad  blue  beauty  smiled, 

Then,  singing  softly  in  my  soul, 

I  hailed  thee  first,  my  summer  child. 

Ah,  even  then,  a  mother's  heart 

Traced  on  thy  forehead,  broad  and  mild, 
A  prophecy  of  what  thou  art, 

And  may  be  yet,  my  summer  child. 

Now,  in  the  twilight  (grave  and  fair,) 
A  blue-eyed  boy  beside  me  stands, 

With  gold  of  sunset  in  his  hair, 

And  lisps  a  prayer  with  folded  hands. 

And  if  to  mortal  gaze  were  given 

Far  glimpses  of  the  undefiled, 
Meseems  the  shining  ones  of  Heaven 

Were  like  to  thee,  my  summer  child. 
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My  Summer  Child 


The  great  man  wins  him  places  high, 
And  men  do  homage  to  his  name ; 

Ambition's  slave  the  race  may  try, 
And  win  the  shining  goal  of  fame. 

The  wise  man  hath  his  wealth  of  lore, 
The  rich  man  hath  his  coffers  piled, 

And  plenty  crowds  his  barn  and  store, 
But  I  have  thee,  my  summer  child. 


What  Might  Have  Been 


WHAT   MIGHT   HAVE   BEEN 

MY  soul's  beloved,  in  that  stressful  hour, 
The  last  of  mortal  agony  and  strife, 
When  Azrael,  seeking  for  a  perfect 

flower, 

Gathered  that  glorious  rose,  thy  precious  life, 
What  alien  ministry  my  lack  supplied  ? 
God  knoweth :  from  the  untrodden  shore 
Answer  comes  not.     Had  I  watched  at  thy  side, 
No  couch  of  pain  had  been  so  smoothed  before  ! 
Death  had  come  gently,  as  in  summer  hours 
To  roses  withering  in  soft  scented  airs 
To  poppied  cadence  of  June's  vernal  showers. 
When  kisses  cooled  upon  thy  lips,  my  prayers, 
Like  passing  bells  that  speed  the  spirit  shriven, 
Had  cleft  a  pathway  through  the  skies,  and  tolled 
thee  into  Heaven ! 


Regret 


REGRET 

WHEN  death  shuts  on  a  face  belov'd 
the  coffin  lid, 
It  were  the  sting  of  anguish  to  forget ; 
Therefore  we  keep  some  dear  belongings  hid, 

And  look  on  them  to  freshen  our  regret. 
Even  thus,  though  long  the  daisies  blow 

O'er  thy  dead  love,  untimely  cold, 
And  mindless  of  the  sweet  corse  laid  below 

New  loves  dance  on  the  green  grave  of  the  old  ; 
With  a  fond  foolishness  I  needs  must  blame, 

I  have  laid  by  some  tender  words  and  looks, 
And  in  my  hard  bereavement  think  no  shame 

To  keep  them,  as  dead  roses  shut  in  books, 
Feeding  a  hungry,  passionate  regret 

On  the  dear  perfume  lingering  with  them  yet. 
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Our  Poet 


OUR   POET 

ON  THE   EMBARKMENT   OF  LONGFELLOW, 
FOR  ENGLAND,  IN  1868. 

O  SILENT  bards  in  Abbey  graves ! 
O  singers  mute,  of  deathless  lays  \ 
We  send  you,  greeting,  o'er  the  waves, 
Our  poet,  fair  with  deathless  bays. 

Old  Chaucer,  blithe  as  rosy  Morn, 
Brushing  with  early  feet  the  dew, 

Fair  Una's  golden  poet  born 

The  springs  of  fancy  to  renew  : 

Proud  Avon's  wonder,  born  to  sing 
The  thought  of  ev'ry  age  and  clime, 

Thou  who  hast  harped  on  darkling  string 
The  story  of  the  primal  time ; 

And  lesser  bards,  of  murmurous  sound 
That  makes  the  English  summer  sweet, 

Thrill  dumbly,  feeling  underground 
The  rhythmic  motion  of  his  feet  — 
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Our  Poet 

Whose  song  is  sweet  as  any  lay 
Your  nightingale  sings  to  the  rose, 

And  smooth  with  falls  caught  in  the  May, 
From  robins  in  the  orchard  close. 

God  love  him  !  when  his  matchless  lyre 

On  earth  forevermore  is  still, 
When  mute  is  every  murmuring  wire 

As  bare  December's  frozen  rill, 

Then  tender  souls  that  knew  his  worth, 
And  Jesu's  poor,  who  shared  his  store, 

On  Sabbath  eves  his  hallowed  earth 
Shall  seek,  to  praise  him,  and  deplore. 

And  there  shall  whisper  maid  and  wife, 
The  hoary  pilgrim  and  the  young : 

Heaven  rest  him,  here  he  lies,  whose  life 
Was  better  than  the  "  Psalm  "  he  sung  ! 
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Elmwood 


ELMWOOD 

*'  And  the  cry  of  the  herons,  'winging  their  ivay 
O'er  the  poet's  house  in  the  Elmivood  thickets." 

ELMWOOD  !     A  name  to  conjure  with. 
The  wind  yet  sings 
In   these  tall  pines  rare  madrigals, — 

whispered  of  old, 
Beneath  their  charmed  boughs,  in  fair  forgotten 

springs, 

By  honeyed  lips,  forever  songless  now,  and 
cold ! 

Here,  fancy-conjured,  in  soft  glamour  evermore, 
With  airy  footfall,  o'er  the  velvet  grass, 

Moving  in  rhythmic  beauty,  as  of  yore, 

The  creatures  of  his  song  in  sweet  procession 
pass. 

Still  pitty-pat  goes  Zekle's  doughty  heart; 

Still  rustic  Huldy,  pale  as  ashes, 
Paring  immortal  apples,  holds  her  part, 

"  All  smily  roun'  the  lips,  an'  teary  roun'  the 
lashes." 
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Elmwood 

Here,  ever-splendid,  in  his  gilded  mail, 

Sir  Launfal  yet  rides  through  his  castle  gates, 

Where  gentle  Jesu,  with  the  Holy  Grail, 
Guised  in  a  leper's  loathsome  tatters,  waits. 

And  here,  immortal  as  his  deathless  strain, 
To  martial  measure  treading  proud  and  slow, 

The  old  fire  kindling  in  their  eyes  again, 
Harvard's  dead  heroes  down  the  ages  go. 

O  o 

Ah  !  never  woodman's  ruthless  axe  must  swing 
In  these  dear  shades  !     Shy  creatures  of  the 
wood 

Shall  harbor  here :  here  earliest  bluebirds  sing, 
And  Elmwood's  lordly  heron  rear  its  brood. 

And  oft,  when  rarest  days  of  June  shall  fall, 
Mayhap  unguessed  in  tender  summer  eves, 

His  homing  shade,  content,  shall  watch  it  all,  — 
Viewless  as  winds  that  thrill  the  elmen  leaves. 
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A  Poet's  Birthday 


A   POET'S    BIRTHDAY 

BRING  me,"  she  bade,  «  the  pencil  fine 
Wherewith  I  limn  my  rarest  dreams, 
The  brush  that  paints  my  morning  skies 
And  tints  my  evening's  golden  beams. 

"  Hues  soft  as  velvet  pansies  bring, 
And  warm  as  suit  the  summer  rose, 

Chaste  as  white  lilies  on  the  stem, 

As  moon-flowers  opening  in  the  close." 

Then  to  mankind  she  spake,  and  smiled 
(Our  sovereign  Mother,  full  of  grace) : 

"  One  whom  I  will  create  to-day, 
Shall  be  the  flowering  of  your  race." 

So  Nature  willed,  long  years  ago, 
And  thus  it  was :  one  winter  morn, 

He  whom  we  celebrate  to-day, 

The  century's  golden  flower,  was  born  ! 


21 


To  Longfellow 


TO   LONGFELLOW 

A  BIRTHDAY  TRIBUTE 

THE  kindly  stars  upon  his  birth 
With  favoring  influence  brightly 
shone  j 
All  gracious  benisons  of  earth  — 

Love,  honor,  fortune  —  were  his  own. 

If  sometime  grief  his  lyre  unstrung, 
And  to  his  lip  her  chalice  pressed, 

He  stilled  his  moan,  and  bravely  sung, 
The  thorn  against  his  tender  breast. 

The  mavis  trilling  in  the  wood, 

The  merle,  with  clarion  clear  and  strong, 
And  robins  chirping  to  their  brood, 

All  lent  their  art  to  grace  his  song. 

Of  calm  penates,  chaste  and  kind, 

He  learned  all  home-tones  pure  and  sweet, 

And  life,  and  love,  and  death  combined 
To  make  his  rare  accord  complete. 
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To  Longfellow 


A  BIRTHDAY  SONG 

WITH  even  step  the  years  go  by, 
And  ever  grows  the  time  more  long 
Since,  winging  to  his  native  sky, 
He  left  our  planet  scant  of  song. 

We  may  not  know  what  golden  clime 
Ringed  in  with  bliss  from  zone  to  zone, 

Lifted  from  touch  of  death  and  time, 
Forever  claims  him  for  its  own  : 

Yet,  lingering  still  upon  Time's  sands, 
His  footprints  stay  to  bless  our  earth; 

We  kiss  them,  and  with  reverent  hands 
Crown  the  fair  day  that  gave  him  birth. 


To  Longfellow 


IN  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY 

SERENE,  in  marble  state,  he  stands ! 
The  English  Mother,  of  her  grace 
To  him  who  sang  for  all  the  lands, 
Accords  among  her  shrines  a  place. 
Keep  him,  O  Fame  !     Well-won  the  niche 

He  holds,  for  aye,  in  cloistral  calm : 
Who  lives  to  make  the  ages  rich, 

Nor  time,  nor  chance,  nor  death  may  harm. 
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Rfyme  for  a  Plant  Club  Housewarming 


RHYME  FOR  A  PLANT   CLUB 
HOUSEWARMING 

BENEATH    this    roof    tree,   whatsoe'er 
betide, 
Through  all  the  fateful  untold  years, 
Wise  lares  and  penates  kind  preside, 
To  temper  joy  and  hallow  tears. 

Good  brownies  by  its  kitchen  hearthstone  stay, 
To  give  the  maids  a  helping  turn, 

To  rub  and  wring  —  incog —  on  washing  day, 
To  coax  the  butter  to  the  churn. 

May  heartsease  in  its  summer  borders  grow, 
And  thrifty  plants,  of  beauty  rare, 

In  sun-kissed  windows  kindly  bud  and  blow, 
To  make  the  frosty  winters  fair. 

No  household  jar  within  these  walls  intrude, 
But  only  love's  dear  sunbeams  come, 

And  gentle  thoughts  conspire  with  deeds  of  good 
To  shape  life's  paradise  —  a  home  ! 
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Love's  Rosary 


LOVE'S   ROSARY 

FOR   A   WEDDING   ANNIVERSARY 

KIND  Heaven,  make  blessed  all  the  years 
untold 
By  Fate  accorded  to  this  wedded  pair, 
And  bid  Life  string  them  on  thread  of  gold  — 
A  hallowed  rosary  for  love  to  wear. 

And,  one  day,  when  age  counts  life's  smiles  and 

tears, 
When  Time  hath  well-nigh  done  his  best,  and 

worst, 

May  love  tell  o'er  the  golden  married  years 
And  find  the  last  bead  perfect  as  the  first. 
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The  Genie  of  the  Jar 


THE    GENIE   OF    THE   JAR 

"  While  he  *was  attentively  observing  it,  there  issued 
from  the  vase,  by  degrees,  a  smoke,  which  collected  itself 
and  became  a  solid  body,  and  then  took  the  shape  of  a 
genie.'"''  —  ARABIAN  TALE. 


D 


ARK  lower  without  the  wintry  skies, 
Stark  boughs  in  icy  arms  are  tossed, 
Snowdrift  upon  the  garden  lies, ; 
And  on  the  pane  December's  frost. 


Summer's  blown  roses,  white  and  red, 
Lie  in  this  rose-jar  tall  and  fair, 

As  queens  embalmed  of  eld  lay  dead 
With  nard-scents  in  their  dusky  hair. 

*T  is  but  this  painted  lid  to  lift, 

And,  heavy-sweet,  athwart  the  gloom, 

Warm  Eastern  odors  subtly  drift 

And  witch  with  glamour  all  the  room. 

Then,  rising  slowly,  like  a  star, 

From  out  his  lair  of  spice  and  flower, 

Comes  forth  the  genie  of  the  jar, 
With  orient  spells  to  hold  the  hour. 
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The  Genie  of  the  Jar 


Now,  through  a  sultry  desert,  go 
Brave  caravans  of  merchandise ; 

Spice-sweet,  and  affluent,  faring  slow 

(A  sphinx  looks  on  with  time-worn  eyes), 

They  pass :  in  painted  mirage  clear 

A  lordly  palace  rises  slow, 
Charmed  fountains  in  its  courts  I  hear, 

Strange  caftan'd  figures  come  and  go. 

Here,  ruthless  as  an  hungry  pard 

That  through  the  dusky  jungle  flits, 

As  Fate,  unpitying,  proud  and  hard, 
His  jewelled  throne  a  rajah  sits. 

Slaves  scatter  odors,  cringing  low, 
And,  dancing  to  a  cithern's  tune, 

Come  languorous  nautch-girls,  lithe  and  glow, 
And  light  as  locust-blooms  in  June. 

Here,  sweet  as  dreams,  like  roses  blown, 
Smile  harem  beauties,  fair  as  dawn ; 

And,  hark !   I  hear,  in  monotone, 
Weird  dulcimers  of  Kubla  Khan. 

Now,  'mid  a  city's  shifting  sights, 
Like  Haroun  Alraschid,  meseems 

I  stroll  through  warm  Arabian  nights, 
As  one  who  treads  the  air  in  dreams. 
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The  Genie  of  the  Jar 


Clear,  in  the  moon's  soft  glamour  stands 
A  mosque  with  minarets  of  snow  ; 

Across  its  court,  with  folded  hands, 
A  turbaned  Mufti  paces  slow. 

And,  listen  !   in  this  chamber  wide 
She  holds  her  lord  with  silver  tongue, 

That  lovely  fore-doomed  Eastern  bride 
Whose  life  upon  a  story  hung. 

The  sultan  yawns  !     Lamps  pale  and  flare 
Allah  !     This  night  may  be  her  last ! 

Hark  !     The  muezzin  calls  to  prayer, — 
She  wins  !     The  fateful  hour  is  past ! 

I  wake  ;  't  is  twelve  —  the  fire  burns  low, 
Loud  shrills  without  the  wintry  blast  j 

The  air  is  thick  with  whirling  snow, 
Alack !  the  storm  is  here,  at  last. 
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At  my  Door 


o 


AT   MY   DOOR 

NE  wintry  day  Love  sought  my  door; 

'T  was  bitter  cold  ;  I  let  him  in ; 
I  made  him  warm,  he  craved  no  more ; 
To  let  Love  freeze  had  been  a  sin ! 


Love  tried  my  door  one  summer  day ; 

I  let  him  in :  I  thought  no  harm 
To  set  a  chair  and  bid  him  stay  — 

Poor  Love  was  tired !  the  day  was  warm. 

Again  Love  waited  at  my  door ; 

'T  was  neither  warm  nor  cold,  I  trow, 
Yet,  having  harbored  Love  before, 

I  could  not  well  dismiss  him  now. 


A  First  Appearance 


A   FIRST    APPEARANCE 


I 


T  is  over  —  the    long  night  of  peril  and 


pain! 


Thank  God  that  my  baby  is  not  a  girl ! 
Meseems,  as  a  diver,  from  awesome  deeps 
I  have  come  up  with  life,  and  a  single  pearl. 

Is  he  dressed  ?     Bring  him  here,  let  me  look  at 

his  face : 
Dear  me,  nurse !     It  scarce  has  an  outline  at 

all. 

What  an  atom  it  is  — •  the  queer  little  midge  ! 
Was  ever  a  baby  so  limp  and  small  ? 

Ah  me  !  to  think  of  the  weary  years  — 

The  snows  yet  unfallen,  the  roses  unblown, 

The  winters  and  summers  to  come,  and  to  go, 
Or  ever  this  mite  to  a  man  hath  grown ! 

Here,  take  him  away,  I  can  think  no  more. 

Lower  the  shade,  please,  and  shut  out  the  sun, 
Let  me  turn  to  the  wall  now,  and  sleep,  and 

forget  — 

As  he  must  (poor  darling ! )  when  all  is  done. 
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A  Ballad  of  True  Love 


A   BALLAD    OF   TRUE    LOVE 

SHE  laid  for  him  the  golden  plate, 
She  set  for  him  the  carven  chair  — 
"  Who  whispers  death  to  love  ?"  she  said, 
But  now  his  step  was  on  the  stair ! 

The  drawbridge  groaned,  as  'neath  the  sun 
The  plumed  knights  rode  fond,  and  bold  — 

Rode  in  to  woo  her,  one  by  one, 

(Oh,  love  is  warm  as  death  is  cold  !  ) 

In  scorn  she  waved  them  from  her  door ; 

"  No  widow's  coif  I  wear,"  she  said, 
"  His  wife  am  I  for  evermore  ; 

Who  dares  to  whisper  be  is  dead?  " 

Distraught  she  went  by  hill  and  dale, 
She  drooped  not  in  the  summer  sun, 

She  braved  the  winter's  snow  and  hail, 
Nor  stayed  her  step  till  day  was  done. 

Each  morn  she  climbed  with  patient  tread 
The  lonely  turret,  old  and  gray, 
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A  Ballad  of  True  Love 


She  looked  across  the  sea,  and  said, 

"  Mayhap  my  true-love  comes  that  way." 

One  eve  her  soul  went  forth  to  God, 
Prone  on  the  earth  her  body  lay, 

They  raised  her  smiling  from  the  sod, 

"  She  found  her  lord  (they  cried)  to-day." 
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Content 


CONTENT 

THE   blind   man,  biding   in  the  weary 
dark, 
List'ning  the  laggard  footstep  of  the 

O  oo  * 

dawn, 
Laughs  when  from  meadows,  dew-besprent,  the 

lark 

Pipes  but  one  carol  to  the  drowsy  Morn. 
He  said   but   this,   "I  love  you;"  these  three 

words 

O'erran  life's  cup  with  rapture  !   o'er  and  o'er 
I  sang  them  to  my  soul ;    so  lavish  birds 

In  summer  dawns  waste  song !  Life  held  no 

more ! 

On  this  one  beaker  Fate  my  all  had  spent, 
I  drained  it  to  the  dregs,  and  was  content. 
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Calling  the  Flowers 


CALLING    THE    FLOWERS 

WAKE  !  daffy-down-dilly,  tucked  under 
the  snow  : 
Turn  softly,  I  pray,  on  your  pillow 

of  down ; 
Come  !  stretch  your  sweet  limbs  now,  my  pretty, 

and  grow,  — 

Grow  fast,  to  the  size  of  your  yellow  spring 
gown. 

Little  crocus,  asleep  'mid  the  roots  of  the  grass, 

Come  up  for  your  mantle  of  purple  or  gold ; 
And,  my  dear,  give  the  snowdrop  a  nudge  as  you 

pass; 

'T  is  time  for  her  white  frock,  in  spite  of  the 
cold. 

The   woodpecker  plumes    in    the    orchard    his 

crest ; 
And  there  is  a  bluebird   this  minute !     The 

dear ! 
Wake    up,    little    blossoms !     't  is    time    to    be 

dressed. 

Hurry   up  now,  my  pretties !  the  springtime 
is  here ! 
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A  Golden  Wedding  Rhyme 


A   GOLDEN   WEDDING 
RHYME 

I  PLUCKED  for  my  love  a  warm  red  rose ; 
My  love  was  young,  and  the  summer  was 
fair  ; 

On  her  rounded  cheek  its  bloom  she  wore, 
And  its  gold  was  tangled  in  her  hair. 

I  bring  to  my  love  a  pale  white  rose ; 

My  darling  is  old,  it  is  winter  now, 
And  the  frost  hath  silvered  her  braided  hair, 

Hath  touched  her  on  cheek,  and  lip,  and  brow. 

Oh,  fair  in  the  summer  was  my  love, 

When  the  days  were  long,  and  the  roses  here, 

And  fair  is  she  now,  in  the  time  of  the  snows  ; 
As  fair,  and  a  thousand-fold  more  dear ! 
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Uncrowned  Martyrs 


UNCROWNED   MARTYRS 

HIGH  Heaven  is  thronged  with  martyrs 
who  have  trod 
Alone,    through    unseen    paths    of 

anguish,  up  to  God  ! 
The  world  knows  them  not,  for  silently  they 

passed 

Through  the  slow  fires  of  torture,  till  at  last 
They  won  immortal  palms  !  and  took  their  place 
Among  the  glorified,  who  see  Him  face  to 

face ! 
Fame  counts    her  martyrs  j    unto  them    't  was 

given 
In    flaming    chariots    to    ride    grandly    into 

Heaven  ! 

Praise  God  for  them,  the  kingly,  the  renowned ! 
Yet  higher  praise  for  these^  —  who  dared,  and 
died  uncrowned  ! 
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The  Children 


THE  CHILDREN 

ALL  day,  about  the  house,  from  floor  to 
floor 
We  heard  the  patter  of  their  restless 

feet, 
The  clatter  of  their  toys,  as  o'er  and  o'er 

They   mimicked  life  in   pastime   quaint  and 

sweet ; 
But  when  the  summer  day  drew  on  to  night, 

Ere  the  spent  sun  couched  golden  in  the  west, 
Still  clasping  precious  dolls  and  horses  tight, 

With  pretty  drowsy jsmiles,  they  sank  to  rest. 
Here,  —  dreaming  of  that  heaven  they  late  for 
sook, — 

With  emptied  hands,  they  lie  in  poppied  calm. 
So,  Father,  may  our  marble  faces  look 

When  "  sleep  that  sleep  may  rest  in  "  brings 

its  balm, 

And  from  our  listless  hands  we  drop  away 
The  cherished  playthings  of  life's  little  day. 


In  June 


IN   JUNE 

ALL  day  along  the  tender  blue 
The  shepherd  wind  his  white  flocks 
led, 

And  still  beneath  the  laughing  sky 
My  heart  ached,  pitying  the  dead  — 

The  dead  who  rue  not  yesterday, 
Nor  dread  to-morrow's  unmet  fray, 

Yet  lose,  in  poppied  sleep,  the  June, 
The  roses,  and  the  new-mown  hay. 
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Easter  Lilies 


EASTER   LILIES 

"  O  Father,  touch  the  east,  and  light 

The  light  that  shone  <uohen  Hope  <was  born.'''' 
—  TENNYSON. 

I  WILL  bear  to  the  City  of  Silence,  I  said, 
White  lilies,  to  sweeten  the  dreams  of  my 
dead; 

For  heavy  and  hard  is  the  night  of  the  tomb, 
And    too  long   are  they  folded  in   silence  and 
gloom. 

The  red  rose  of  morning   hath  blossomed,   I 

said  ; 
The  night,  with  its  phantoms  and  shadows,  hath 

fled; 
The  joy-bells    of  Easter   ring  blithesome  and 

clear ; 
Oh,  turn,   my  belov'd,    in  your    slumber,  and 

hear! 
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ILaster  Lilies 


Awake !  it  is  morning :  wake  smiling,  I  said, 
Arise  with  the  Risen  —  rise  joyful,  my  dead  ! 
Love's  long  miserere  of  anguish  is  done, 
'Tis  the  morning  of  Easter  —  the  dance  of  the 
Sun.1 

1  The  Irish  peasantry  hold  that  the  sun  may  be  seen 
to  dance  on  Easter  morning  —  see  "Brand's  Popular 
Antiquities "  and  Suckling's  ballad  of  "The  Wedding." 


T/ie  Eaby 


THE   BABY 

A  COFFIN,  silken-lined  and  small,  — 
You  scarce  would  think  beneath  its 
lid 

There  might  be  room  enough  for  all 
The  tender  hopes  and  dreams  it  hid. 

A  low  mound  that  the  summer  might 
Hide  deftly  when  the  daisy  blows; 

And  any  winter  put  from  sight 
In  careless  pity  'neath  its  snows. 

A  life  scarce  long  enough  to  know 

A  thrill  of  joy,  a  throb  of  pain, 
As  if  a  star  should  rise,  and  glow 

A  moment's  space,  then  set  again ! 

So  brief  we  half  might  deem  it  sent 
To  mock  love's  longing  by  its  close ; 

And  why  it  came,  and  why  it  went, 

No  man  may  tell  us  — yet  God  knows  ! 
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White  Roses 


WHITE    ROSES 

Ei  lightly,  roses  white  and  sweet, 
Lie  soft  as  kisses  on  the  spot 
Where  through  the  regal  summer  hours 
My  Mary  sleeps,  remembering  not. 

When  summer  blossomed  in  her  smile, 
She  held  your  snowy  beauty  dearj 

Fade  now  upon  her  pulseless  heart 
Whose  rose  of  life  lies  withered  here. 

Once  when  the  winds  of  March  were  wild 
A  weary,  sleepless  couch  she  pressed, 

Then  to  her  prayers  an  angel  came, 
To  heal  her  pain  with  boundless  rest. 

She  sleeps !     The  summers  bud  and  bloom, 
The  winters  fold  her  soft  in  snow, 

And,  mindless  of  her  ended  years, 
The  punctual  seasons  come  and  go. 

O  Nature,  careful  to  restore  !  - 

O  God  !  whose  love  deplores  our  pain, 

Shall  not  some  golden  summer  bloom, 
And  give  her  to  my  arms  again  ? 
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While  Ye  May 


WHILE   YE   MAY 

I    HEARD  in  the  blossoms  the  murmur  of 
bees, 
The    robins   sang  loud    in     the  orchard 

closes, 
The  bloom  was  ripe  on  the  linden  trees, 

And  sweeter  than  gardens  of  Gul  were  my 
roses ! 

I  saw  through  the  paling  a  hearse  go  by, 

Darkling  and  dread,  in  the  sunlight  creep 
ing. 

Its  dead  lay  unwarmed  of  the  summer  sky, 
And  the  mourners  behind  it  went  crape-clad 
and  weeping. 

The  bee  droned  on  in  the  lap  of  the  flower, 
The  robin  still  piped  in  the  orchard  closes, 

And  I?  —  in  the  joy  of  that  perfect  hour, 
I  turned  me  from  Death   and  gathered  my 
roses ! 
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Be  Happy  and  Forget 


BE  HAPPY  AND   FORGET 

HOW    strange    to-day,    dear   heart,   it 
seems  to  know 
That  some  time,  as  I  lie,  white,  mute, 

and  chill, 

Your  kiss  shall  find  me  on  my  couch  of  snow 
And  wake  in  my  hushed  heart  no  answering 
thrill ! 

Now,  antedating  that  hard  hour,  I  pray 
That  as  the  echo  of  an  ended  tune 

The  thought  of  me  still  in  your  heart  may  stay, 
As  linger  through  the  snow  warm  scents  of 
June. 

Yet,  lest  my  dead  face  in  its  chill  repose 

Fall  dark  athwart  your  smiling  sunlight  then, 

And  mar  the  sweetness  of  your  summer  rose, 
Be  happy !  and  forget  that  I  have  been. 
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Under  the  Snow 


UNDER  THE  SNOW 

BUT  yesterday,  under  the  linden  trees 
We  walked,  while  the  lilies  stood  fair 
in  a  row, 
And  the  bloom  of  the  locust  swung  light  in  the 

breeze, — 
Ah !  where  are  the  blossoms  that  then  were 

ablow  ? 
Under  the  snow,  under  the  snow ! 

And  where  are  the  faces  belov'd,  that,  meseems, 
But  yesterday  under  the  sun  were  aglow  ? 

They  smile  on  us  yet  in  the  rapture  of  dreams, 
Tho'  they  lie  where  we  buried  them,  long  ago, 
Under  the  snow,  under  the  snow ! 

Already  the  daffodil  harks  for  the  spring  j 
The  crocus  is  painted,  impatient  to  blow ; 

And  waiting  and  trusting  we  say  He  will  bring 
Again  to  our  longing  the  love  that  lies  low, 
Under  the  snow,  under  the  snow ! 
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My  Psyche,  my  Soul 


"MY   PSYCHE,  MY  SOUL" 

NEVERMORE  the   dear   warmth  of 
love's  kisses  to  know, 
Death-candles    burned    low   at   her 

head  and  her  feet, 

Unheeding  lies  she  on  her  pillow  of  snow,  — 
Fair  marble,   I  grant    you,  but  oh,  not  my 

sweet ! 
Not  my  Psyche,  my  soul,  my  beloved. 

Dust  returning  to  dust,   shut    away   from    the 

light, 

Forgetting  the  beautiful  flight  of  the  hours, 
The  glad   break   of  morning,   the  soft   fall   of 

night ; 

A  thing  to  weep  over,  to  cover  with  flowers ; 
But  oh,  not  my  Psyche,  my  soul,   my 
beloved. 

My  Psyche  leans  low  from  the  nebulous  skies, 
Calm-browed     and     divine,    unattainted     of 
earth, 
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My  Psyche,  my  Soul 


The  old  love  aglow  in  her  beautiful  eyes  j 

And  I  know  that  the  travail  of  death  was  the 

birth 

Of  a  Psyche  immortal,  the  soul  of  my 
soul ! 
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Buttercups 


BUTTERCUPS 

I   MIND  the  time  —  ah,  long  ago  !  — 
When    summer    winds   blew  warm  and 
sweet ; 

Through  fields,  with  buttercups  ablow, 
He  went  —  my  boy  !  —  with  dancing  feet. 

At  eventide  I  called  his  name 

(The  west  was  brave  in  golden  bands), 
And,  singing,  o'er  the  field  he  came 

With  gathered  kingcups  in  his  hands. 

Ah,  darling  !   missed  from  earth  too  soon  ; 

Still  summer  winds  blow  warm  and  sweet, 
Yet  never  now  through  fields  of  June 

I  watch  the  coming  of  thy  feet. 

One  day,  where  life  is  large  and  fair, 
Wide  roaming  through  immortal  fells, 

Wilt  thou  not  hear  me  calling  there, 
And,  singing,  come  with  asphodels  ? 
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The  Poet 


THE   POET 

THE  nightingale  listening  enrapt,  in  the 
dark, 
Had  truce  with  the  silence,  his  song 

to  hear : 

As  he  piped  in  the  meadows,  the  fluting  lark 
Dropped    down    from    her    sky    to    hearken 
anear. 

The  roses  heard  when  he  praised  the  June, 
And  the  long-stemmed  lilies  held  their  breath 

While  he  wove  the  sweet  rapture  of  love  in  a 

tune, 
And  sang  the  old  wonder  of  life  and  death. 

The  summer  was  over,  the  songs  were  done, 
And  the  poet,  unlaurelled,  lay  mute  on  his 
bier; 

The  lark  and  the  nightingale  borrowed  his  song, 
The  world  had  gone  by,  too  busy  to  hear ! 


A  Were-Wolf  Wife 


A   WERE-WOLF   WIFE1 

TWO  nights,  each  moon,  with  wedded 
arms 
I  hold  my  lover  fond  and  true ; 
The  sorcerer  then  may  have  his  will 
And  wander  forth  —  a  loup-garou. 

It  was  the  time  of  nightingales, 
The  summer  roses  were  ablow ; 

He  wooed  me  sweet,  with  kisses  kind  — 
How    should    I    know  ?      How    should    I 
know  ? 

All  night  he  ravens  through  the  land ; 
Beneath  the  stars  I  wake,  and  wail ; 

1  "  The  superstition  of  the  loup-garou,  or  were-wolf, 
belongs  to  the  folk-lore  of  most  modern  nations.  It 
holds  that  by  process  of  sorcery,  a  man  could  at  will 
be  transformed  into  a  wolf,  and  go  forth  to  ravage  the 
flocks  and  eat  the  children.  The  loup-garou  needs  to 
sleep  but  two  nights  in  the  month,  and  can  spend  the 
others  in  roaming  the  woods  and  fields."  —  DR.  D.  G. 
BRINTON,  in  Atlantic  Monthly. 
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..:,  A  Were-Wolf  Wife 


: 


f, 

I  hate  the  scent  of  roses  now, 

The  fluting  of  the  nightingale  ! 

**» »' 
,  -^ 

My  little  sister,  in  the  spring, 


(A  sinless  child,  with  happy  smiles), 
At  night-fall,  pulling  bluets,  strayed, 
Lost  in  the  tangled  forest  aisles. 

All  night  in  vain  they  sought  the  child ; 

"  The  were-wolf  is  abroad,"  they  said  : 
The  bluet  blossoms  in  the  sun ; 

My  little  sister  ?  —  she  is  dead  ! 

O  women  !   weary  of  the  sun, 

Who  wake  each  morn  to  anguish  new, 
Think  not  to  measure  woe  with  me, 

The  liege-wife  of  a  loup-garou  ! 


The  Legend  of  the  Clover 


THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  CLOVER 

IT  is  near  the  crescent  city, 
In  an  old  cathedral's  close, 
In  St.  Roche's  sacred  precincts, 
That  the  blood-stained  clover  grows. 

You  must  see  the  famous  chapel, 
Mark  its  tombs  and  relics  well, 

Buy  and  light  your  "wishing  candle," 
Ere  the  guide  his  tale  will  tell. 

Through  the  dim  aisles  then  you  saunter, 
And,  with  sighs  and  bated  breath, 

Hearken  while  he  drones  this  story, 
Old  as  life,  and  love,  and  death. 

Thus  the  legend  runs :  two  lovers, 
Crossed  and  mocked  by  cruel  fate, 

Bore  their  passion  and  their  sorrows 
Through  St.  Roche's  blessed  gate. 
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Here  the  priest  confessed  them,  sighing 
(Human  still  behind  his  stole), 

And  gave  each  that  absolution 
Meet  for  every  sinful  soul. 

And  now,  life  undone,  these  mortals, 
Flouting  Heaven's  dole  of  breath, 

Drunken  with  the  wine  of  passion, 
Madly  vowed  themselves  to  death ; 

And,  within  the  close,  the  lover 
Shot  the  dear  one  at  his  side, 

Shot  himself  in  the  sweet  sunshine,  — 
In  each  other's  arms  they  died. 

Long,  ah,  long  ago  !  these  lovers 
Bade  farewell  to  life  and  pain, 

Leaving  on  St.  Roche's  clover, 

As  they  passed,  their  hearts'  red  stain. 

There  to-day  among  the  grasses 
You  may  find  the  dainty  leaf, 

Where,  in  tiny  hearts  of  crimson, 
Nature  scribes  this  rune  of  grief. 
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My  Shadow  and  I 


MY   SHADOW   AND    I 

THE  lilacs  had  clustered  in  white  and 
purple, 
The  winds  of  the  May-time  were 

warm  and  sweet, 
And  into  the  borders  the  creamy  jonquils 

Had  stepped  with  the  daffies  on  velvet  feet, 
And    the    lightsome    days    they    went   laughing 

by, 

When    we    set    forth    together  —  my    Shadow 
and  I. 

The  blossoms  of  spring-time  had  lived  their  day, 

And  the  night  wept  softly  under  the  moon 
For  the  roses,  and  tall  Madonna  lilies, 

That  came  with  the  summer  and  passed  with 

the  June. 
Then  slowed  we  our  step,  with  a  smile  and  a 

sigh, 

We  missed  the  roses  —  my  Shadow  and  I. 
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My  Shadow  and  I 


The  bee  murmured  low  in  the  blossomed  limes, 

And  from  meadow  and  upland,  anear  and  away, 

Borne  wide  on  the  winds  of  the  happy  Summer, 

Came  the  scented   breath  of  the  new-mown 

hay  : 
"The    red  wine  in  life's  beaker  yet    mantles 

high ! " 

Laughed  we,  as  we   journeyed  —  my  Shadow 
and  I. 

Gowned  gaily  in  lilac,  and  pink,  and  purple, 

The  asters  held  on  through  the  autumn  noon, 
And  the  grape  hung  ripe  on  the  garden  paling, 
But  we  heard  in  the  gloaming  the  cricket's 

tune : 
"  The    long    days  are    shortening,   the  winter 

draws  nigh, 

'T  were  well  to  make  haste  "  —  to  my  Shadow, 
quoth  I. 

The  flower-stalks  were  empty  as  last  year's  nest, 
The  swallow  had  flown  from  the  windy  eaves, 

We  warmed  us  then  cheerily  in  the  sun, 

As  we  took  our  way  through  the  fallen  leaves, 

And,  content,  we  smiled  back  to  the  smiling  sky; 

We  had  had  our  summer  —  my  Shadow  and  I. 


My  Shadow  and  I 


The  song  of  the  brook  in  the  meadow  is  still, 
The  north  wind  shrills  icily  over  the  wold, 

We  hear  the  slow  song  of  the  churchyard  pines 
As  we  toil  through  the  snowdrifts,  bowed  and 
old; 

We  are  keeping  the  road  with  a  smile  and  a  sigh. 

Anon  we  shall  rest  us  —  my  Shadow  and  I. 
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Enough 


T 


ENOUGH 

HE  days  hang  heavily,  dear  heart, 

The  nights  shut  o'er  me  like  a  pall ; 
Life  is  not  life,  from  thee  apart  — 
Thyself  wert  life,  my  love,  my  all ! 


I  smite  the  silence  in  my  pain, 
I  cry  on  all  the  winds  that  be, 

If  Death,  mayhap,  one  hour  again 
Might  give  thy  happy  ghost  to  me. 

Forgive  my  human  wail,  dear  heart ; 

I  would  not  wrong  love  by  my  moan 
Thou  hast  the  freedom  of  the  stars  ! 

Enough  !  content,  I  walk  alone. 


Waiting 


WAITING 

MY  heart  is  faint  with  longing !     All 
these  hours 
Vainly  I  wait  thy  homeward  step 

to  greet ; 
In   what  fair,   far-off  woodland,  pranked  with 

flowers, 
Linger  so  late  and  long  thy  homeward  feet  ? 

The  rose  hath  died  :    its  summer  day  is  done ; 

No  more  the  foxglove  lives  to  lure  the  bee ; 
The  poppies  shed  their  petals  one  by  one, 

But  thou  !  —  who  prates  of  death,  high  heart, 
for  thte  ? 

No  pall  lies  darkling  on  the  summer  hours, 
The  golden  suns  still  rise,  moons  wane  and 

set. 

At  morn  the  glad  day-lily  smiling  flowers, 
The  tell-tale  winds  are  sweet  with  mignonette. 
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Waiting 

The  painted  aster  wantons  in  the  sun, 
And  lily-anthers  teem  with  yellow  gold : 

Could  summer  thus  go  lightly  laughing  on 
And  thou  —  her  tender  true-love  —  still  and 
cold  ? 

Alas !  too  long  I  lack  thy  smile,  too  long ! 

And  dark  despair  stands  girding  at  my  gate. 
"  Open  !  "  he  cries.     "  Grim  Death  is  fell  and 
strong  "  — 

I  cry  back,  Love  is  stronger  yet !  —  and  wait. 
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Always 


ALWAYS 

YOURS  always.     Thus  she  wrote,  that 
steadfast  friend 
Whose  golden  love  made  royal  my  poor 

life. 

One  night  Death  stole  upon  her  happy  dreams, 
And  set  our  ways  henceforth  too  wide  apart. 
No  missive  sends  she  from  that  alien  sphere, 
To  show  that  still  she  holds  me  in  her  heart ; 
But,  since  she  ever  held  a  protest  dear, 
I  deem  that  yet,  in  some  safe  heaven,  divine, 
To-day,  to-morrow,  "  always,"  she  is  mine. 
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Once 


ONCE 

OH,  the  blue,  the  blue  of  the  summer 
sky! 
The  scent  of  the  roses,  at  night  and 

at  morn  ! 
The  lilt  of  the  birds  in  the  lindens  high, 

When  the  new  day  out  of  the  dark  was  born  ; 
Oh,  the  light  and  the  joy  of  the  golden  weather  — 
Oh,    the    summer-time    when    we   two    were 
together  ! 

Oh,  the  peace  —  the  peace  of  the  lonely  hills  ! 
Where  we  followed  the  sheep-path  o'er  the 

wild 
To  the  wide  blue  bay,  with  its  foamy  frills, 

That  under  the  blue  sky  dimpled  and  smiled  ! 
Oh,    the  rest    and    the    peace    of    the    golden 

weather  — 
In  the  holiday-time  when  we  two  were  together  ! 

Oh,  the  gray  and  the  gloom  of  the  summer  noon  ! 
Oh,  the  mornings  that  dawn,  and  thou  not 
here! 
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Once 

Ah,  well !     Let  the  roses  go,  and  the  June ; 
Let  Death  do  his  worst !  —  the  grace  of  the 

year, 

The  gold  that  love  garnered  is  mine  forever,  — 
Sing  on,  oh,  my  heart,  once  we  were  together ! 


Beside  the  Sea 


BESIDE   THE   SEA 


H 


USH  thy  slow  song,  complaining  sea, 
And  listen  to  my  heavier  moan,  — 
Last  year  we  walked  together  here, 
To-day  I  tread  thy  sands  alone. 


Ah !  golden  days  beside  the  sea  ! 

Each  morn  we  woke  to  rapture  new ; 
Good  was  the  sunshine,  kind  the  storm, 

And  fair  for  us  all  winds  that  blew. 

The  winds  came  crisp  across  the  wave, 
The  white  gull  dipped,  or  soared  above, 

Far  out  lay  islands  lapped  in  calm, — 

Meet  homes,  they  seemed,  for  happy  love. 

Brave  ships  went  by,  like  shapes  in  dreams ; 

"  They  bear,"  we  said,  "  to  love,  its  own ; " 
And  sent  our  prayers  across  the  wave 

To  speed  them  on  their  way  unknown.  -? 
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Beside  the  Sea 


Toil  stood  aside  with  folded  hands, 
Care's  weary  vigil  knew  surcease, 

And  every  chafing  pulse  of  life 

Slowed  softly  down  to  rest  and  peace. 

O  land,  where  shall  be  no  more  sea ! 

Loom  on  my  sky  in  mirage  clear, 
For  there,  unscathed  of  Death,  she  dwells 

Who  left  me  hurt  and  lonely  here. 


A  Rose  by  the  Sea 


A  WILD    rose  grew    on    a  wall   by  the 
sea, 
The  suns  were  fierce,  and  the  winds 

were  wild, 

But  Nature  rocked  with  a  heedful  hand 
The  cradle  rude  of  her  dainty  child, 
And  fair  as  a  flower  might  ask  to  be 
The  wild  rose  bloomed,  with  her  face  to  the 
sea. 

The  fisherman  bade  his  love  adieu, 

She  had  pulled  a  wild  rose  for  her  hair. 
She  waved  him  her  kerchief,  from  off  the  sands, 
And  the  skies  were  blue  and  the  winds  were 

fair. 
"  O  winds  and  O  waves !  be  ye  kind,"  prayed 

she, 

"  And  hurry  my  sweetheart  home  to  me." 
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A  Rose  by  the  Sea 


Smiling  she  sewed  her  a  wedding  gown, 
And  looked  for  her  lover  across  the  wave ; 

Wrecked  on  a  sharp  reef  his  vessel  lay, 

And  a  bell-buoy  tolled  fitfully  over  his  grave. 

And  glad  and  gay  as  a  flower  may  be 

The  rose  bloomed  on,  with  her  face  to  the  sea. 

That  year  there  was  wailing  of  maid  and  wife, 

For  many  a  bark  had  sailed  forth  to  its  doom, 
The  vexed  sea  tossed  her  strange  dead  on  the 

sands, 
And  the  wrecker  scooped  for  them  an  unblest 

tomb. 

Oh,  salt  with  tears  man's  life  may  be, 
\V  hile  a  wild  rose  blossoms  and  fades  by  the  sea. 
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Together 


TOGETHER 

THE  islands  lie  calm  on  the  lap  of  the 
sea, 
And  all  the  long  day,  in  the  golden 

weather, 

Vagrant  as  sea-mews,  glad-hearted  and  free, 
We  have  drifted,  dear  love,  in  the  sunshine, 
together. 

The  halcyon,  brooding  unruffled,  meseems, 
By    the    slumberous   ocean   her   love-builded 

nest, 

Hath  lent  of  her  quiet  to  sweeten  our  dreams, 
As    we    floated    in    silence,    together,  —  and 
blest. 

The  twilight  is  falling  as  softly  as  snow, 

There  is  never  a  rude  wind  to  ruffle  the  deep ; 
Above  us  the  round  moon  hangs  tender  and  low, 
As  homeward  our  oars  through  the  blue  waters 
sweep. 
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Together 

And  we  whisper,  with  pulses  timed    slowly  to 

prayer, 
"  Life    holds    in    its    keeping    both   joy    and 

sorrow ; 

Let  God  be  thanked  for  a  day  so  fair, 
However  the  wind  may  set  to-morrow." 
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Out  of  the  Storm 


OUT   OF   THE   STORM 

THE  wild  gull  flew  to  her  island  nest, 
To  her  brood   swept   the  sea-eagle 
over  the  strand ; 
And,  tacking  warily,  one  by  one 

The  skippers  hurried  their  craft  to  land. 

The  sun  in  an  inky  cloud  went  down, 

On  the  rocks  moaned  the  sea,  like  a  thing  in 
pain, 

And,  anon,  the  tempest  fell,  swept  down, 
Raging  and  lashing  the  heaving  main ! 

"  God  help  my  man  !  "  groaned  the  fisherman's 
wife, 

As  she  tossed  that  night  in  a  troubled  sleep ; 
And  she  clasped  her  baby  close  to  her  breast, 

And  prayed  for  its  father,  out  on  the  deep. 

Three  weary  days  the  gale  hung  on, 

And  the  ground-swell  broke  heavily   on  the 

shore, 
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Out  of  the  Storm 


When,  worn  and  buffeted,  out  of  the  storm 
The  fisherman  brought  his  bark  once  more. 

He  lifted  the  latch  of  his  garden  gate  — 
A  glad  and  a  thankful  man  was  he  ! 

The  hollyhock  flaunted  its  ravelled  plume, 
Through  the  wind-blown  poppies  foraged  the 
bee. 

The  morning-glory  hung  draggled  and  torn, 
The  sunflower's  golden  disk  was  wet, 

And  the  wind  had  ravished  the  lady-delights 
And    snapped    the    stalk  of  the   "  bouncing 
Bet." 

His  young  wife  met  him,  fond,  at  the  door; 

She  kissed  him,  and  set  forth  meat  and  bread  : 
She  laid  her  finger  upon  her  lip  — 

"  Hush  !  hush  !  the  baby  sleeps,"  she  said. 

There,    streeked,    and    strewed   with    rosemary 
sweet, 

A  babe  lay  smiling,  in  marble  rest; 
Death  had  missed  the  father,  out  on  the  deep, 

And  found  the  child  on  its  mother's  breast. 


Gathering  Driftwood 


GATHERING   DRIFTWOOD 

THE  sumach  has  lighted  her  flare  on  the 
hill, 
The  wild  rose  blooms  on  the  wall  no 

more, 

The  breath  of  the  autumn  is  crisp  and  chill, 
And  the  children  hunt  driftwood  along  the 
shore. 

The  boys  in  their  jaunty  sailor  rig, 

The  little  maids  in  their  scarlet  frocks, 

With  shout,  and  laughter,  and  wind-blown  hair, 
Trip,  fleet  as  sandpipers,  over  the  rocks. 

I  look  from  the  gray  cliff  across  the  sea, 
And  my  freighted  ships  in  a  dream  go  by, 

While  the  little  ones,  merry  as  grigs,  below 
Are  piling  their  driftwood  safe  and  high. 

"  Ah,  children  !  "  I   sigh,  "  be  glad  while  you 

may, 
For  the  days  of  remembering  come  amain, 
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Gathering  Driftwood 


When,  weary-hearted,  along  life's  shore 

You  shall  gather  its  driftwood  in  ruth  and  pain. 

"  Poor  flotsam  of  youth,  and  hope,  and  love, 
Waste  and  sodden,  and  salt  with  tears, 

Washed  in  by  the  pitiless  wave  of  time, 

From  barks  that  have   foundered  along    the 
years. 

"  Come  now  with  your  spoil !   little   wreckers," 

I  cry, 
"  Let  us  home  ere  the  gray  fog  swallows  the 

land." 

And  I  built  in  the  gloaming  their  driftwood  fire, 
And  left  their  to-morrow  in  God's  safe  hand. 
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Seaside  Vagaries 


SEASIDE   VAGARIES 

A  TENDER  heaven  bent  o'er  a  sapphire 
sea, 
A  murmur  as  of  sea-shells  whisp'ring 

on  the  sands, 

The  breath  of  woodlands  blown  across  the  lea, 
A  restful  sense  of  summer  ripening  through 

the  lands ; 
In  idle  bliss  we  lie,  while  far  away, 

In   shade    and    shine,    the    ships    go  by  like 

dreams  ; 
Oh,  to  float  on  the  springtide  of  to-day, 

From  this  vexed  life  that  is  to  that  sweet  life 
that  seems  ! 

Beloved,  if  we  two,  this  happy  hour, 

In  glad  content  might  set  forth,  hand  in  hand, 
And  voyage  together  from  this  stable  shore 

O'er  halcyon  seas  to  some  consummate  land, 
Some  golden  summer  isle  of  Death  forgot, 

Where  pain  is  not,  and  gentle   Love,  made 

sure 
From  Time's  mutations,  through  calm  aeons  rests, 

In  its  own  sweet  eternity  secure. 
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The  Legend  of  the  Christ-Bearer 


THE   LEGEND   OF   THE 
CHRIST-BEARER 

I 

THE  palace  gate  flew  open  wide; 
The  warders  stared  aghast ! 
And,  strong  and  bold,  tall  Christopher 
Beneath  the  portal  passed. 

The  king,  astonished  on  his  throne, 

Did  roundly  stare,  I  ween ; 
For  since  the  giant  famed,  of  Gath, 

His  like  had  ne'er  been  seen  ! 

His  huge  foot  shook  the  palace  floor, 

His  brawny  arm  was  bare, 
And  stout  as  cordage  on  a  mast 

The  muscle  tightened  there. 

Then  spake  stout  Christopher  this  wise : 
"  O'er  mountain,  dale,  and  waste 

To  find  the  mightiest  king  on  earth 
I  tread  the  land  in  haste. 
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The  Legend  of  the  Christ-Bearer 

u  Since  thou  art  famed  in  power  and  wealth, 

O  king,  beyond  the  rest, 
Belike  it  suit  thee,  here  I  bide, 

And  do,  henceforth,  thine  hest." 

Out  spake  the  king  —  right  glad  was  he 

To  honor  guest  so  bold  : 
"  Stay  thou,  and  I  will  guerdon  thee 

Full  well  with  thanks  and  gold." 


II 

Upon  his  throne  the  monarch  sat 
One  morn,  in  grand  array  j 

The  jewels  in  his  golden  crown 
Shone  bright  as  full-blown  day. 

His  ermined  mantle  swept  the  floor 
In  sumptuous  folds,  I  ween, 

All  sprinkled  o'er  with  seed-pearls  rare, 
As  thick  as  frosty  sheen. 

And  Christopher,  in  blithe  array, 

Did  stand  before  the  king ; 
And  thither  came  a  wandering  bard 

His  goodly  lays  to  sing. 
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The  Legend  of  the  Christ-Bearer 

Then  quoth  the  king :  "  For  lady's  bower 
Keep  thou  thy  love-tales  sweet; 

For  stouter  hearts  and  bolder  ears 
A  loftier  strain  is  meet." 

His  harp  he  woke ;  low  on  its  strings 

A  trembling  prelude  hung, 
And  then,  anon,  of  valiances 

And  mighty  deeds  he  sung. 

And  ever  still  as  in  his  tale 

He  Satan  named,  I  trow, 
The  listening  king  with  holy  cross 

Made  sure  to  sign  his  brow ! 

Then  out  spake  wondering  Christopher, 
"  What  means  this  gesture,  king  ?  " 

The  artful  monarch  answered  not, 
Intent  to  hide  the  thing. 

At  last,  constrained  by  Christopher, 
Who  still  did  press  him  sore, 

Saying,  "If  this  thou  tellest  not 
Then  serve  I  thee  no  more." 

"  I  fear,"  he  said,  "  that  spirit  bold, 
And  therefore  make  this  sign, 

Lest  he  o'ercome  me  by  his  power 
And  ruin  me  and  mine." 
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Then  spake  the  giant :  "  Hear,  O  king  ! 

More  great  is  he  than  thou, 
If,  but  at  mention  of  his  name, 

Dismay  sits  on  thy  brow. 

"  I  tarry  then  no  longer  here, 

Nor  serve  thee  as  before. 
To  seek  this  king,  more  great  than  thou, 

I  journey  on  once  more." 


Ill 

He  travelled  far,  he  travelled  wide, 

Till  on  a  desert  plain, 
Where  Summer  sat  with  fevered  brow, 

Athirst  for  cooling  rain, 

A  mighty  host  of  armed  men 

In  grand  array  he  spied ; 
And  at  their  head  a  being  dire 

Of  conquering  mien  did  ride. 

"  Halt,  mortal  man  !  Where  goest  thou  ?  " 

The  kingly  leader  said. 
Then  thus  to  him  bold  Christopher  — 

No  whit  was  he  afraid : 
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"  I  seek  one  Satan,  mightiest  he 
Of  kings,  in  strength  and  power  j 

Him  would  I  serve  right  loyally 
Henceforward,  from  this  hour." 

Then  out  spake  Lucifer  —  full  glad 

To  find  such  willing  slave  : 
"  No  further  seek,  for  I  am  he ; 

Bow  down  before  me,  knave  !  " 

Then  on  his  knees  dropped  Christopher, 

And  oath  of  fealty  swore  ; 
And,  filing  with  the  armed  men, 

He  travelled  on  once  more. 

And  now,  when  they  had  journeyed  long, 
Four  mingling  roads  they  met ; 

And,  by  the  wayside  there,  behold 
A  holy  cross  was  set ! 

Whereat  the  evil-one  did  quail 
And  cringe,  with  fear  aghast, 

As  forests,  kingly,  bend  their  heads 
Before  the  stormy  blast. 

And,  turning  back,  a  circuit  made 

The  blessed  cross  to  shun. 
Quoth  Christopher,  amazed  sore  : 

"  Satan,  why  thus  hast  done  ?  " 
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The  wily  devil  spake  him  not ; 

And  thus  he  pressed  him,  bold : 
"  In  sooth,  I  serve  thee  not,  if  thou 

Dost  leave  this  thing  untold." 

Constrained  thus,  "Upon  that  cross," 

The  trembling  fiend  replied, 
"  Jesus,  the  Christ,  uplifted  hung, 

And  there  he  bled  and  died. 

"  And  evermore  it  is  my  meed 

To  tremble  at  the  sight, 
And  flee  before  the  hated  thing 

In  horror  and  affright." 

Then  Christopher  —  astonied  sore  — 

The  devil  spake  this  wise : 
"  How  then  !  This  Jesus  whom  thou  dreadst 

Is  mightiest  'neath  the  skies  ? 

"  This  king  more  potent  is  than  thou, 
Therefore,  from  thee  I  swerve, 

And  go  to  seek  him  heedfully, 
For  only  him  I  serve." 

Then  far  and  wide  he  travelled  on, 

His  toil  he  counted  naught, 
And  ever  for  the  blessed  Christ 

With  patient  quest  he  sought. 
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IV 

The  pious  hermit  in  his  cell 

His  missal  laid  away, 
And  at  the  holy  sunset  hour 

Went  forth  to  muse  and  pray. 

Anon,  he  calleth  from  the  skies 
The  thoughts  that  love  to  stray ; 

For,  tall  and  bold  came  Christopher 
And  met  him  in  the  way. 

"  Graybeard,"  quoth  he, "  behold  !  in  haste 

From  land  to  land  I  stride 
To  find  one  Christ,  a  mighty  king, — 

Mayhap  thou  canst  me  guide." 

Right  joyfully  the  hermit  heard 

The  name  he  loved  well  — 
The  giant  took  he  by  the  hand 

And  led  him  to  his  cell. 

And  there  to  teach  him  of  the  Lord 

With  diligence  began ; 
For  sorely  grieved  he  was  to  see 

The  darkness  of  the  man. 
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"  The  Christ  thou  seekest  is  indeed 

A  mighty  king,"  he  said ; 
"  And  heaven  and  earth,  with  high  acclaim, 

Have  crowned  His  sacred  head." 

"  Yet  know,  if  thou  this  Lord  dost  serve 

He  will  not  tax  thee  light : 
Stern  duty  grasps  with  iron  hand 

The  soul  that  serves  Him  right." 

With  that  he  loosed  his  doublet  gray 

And  bared  the  tender  skin, 
Chafed  by  the  teasing  shirt  of  hair 

He  wore  to  scourge  his  sin. 

"Full  forty  years,  my  son,  have  I 

His  yoke  in  meekness  borne ; 
And  in  His  blessed  service  thus 

This  mortal  frame  have  worn, 

"Till  scarce  it  holds  my  sinful  soul 

With  fasting  faint  alway  ; 
And,  cheating  sleep  of  half  her  due, 

Long  nights  I  watch  and  pray. 

"  If  thou  wouldst  serve  Him,  first  of  all, 

Keep  thou  ofttimes  thy  fast, 
Since  when  the  body  fareth  ill 

The  soul  hath  best  repast." 
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Then  outspake  sturdy  Christopher, 
And  long  and  loud  he  laughed : 

"  Who  bids  me  serve  with  empty  maw, 
In  sooth,  is  plainly  daft ! 

"  Lithe  is  this  good  right  arm  to  do 

His  hest,  by  night  or  day ; 
Yet,  by  my  troth,  your  hunger-pangs 

Would  steal  its  might  away  ! 

"  Prithee,  good  friend,  some  other  rede 

To  find  me  service  cast, 
Since,  plain  it  is,  I  were  a  dolt 

To  waste  my  strength  in  fast." 

"  Then  since  thou  hast  no  mind  to  fast, 

It  well  befitteth  thee," 
The  hermit  said,  "  to  Christ  alway 

To  pray  on  bended  knee." 

Then,  dolorous,  spake  Christopher: 
"  Of  prayer  I  nothing  know. 

Naught  else  hath  Christ  that  I  may  do  ? 
I  cannot  serve  him  so." 

Then  spoke  the  patient  hermit  thus, — 

"  Dost  thou  a  river  know 
Both  wide  and  deep,  whose  swollen  tide 

The  rains  do  overflow  ? 
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"  On  slimy  stones  its  bed  is  made ; 

Who  takes  not  wisest  care 
Doth  lose  his  footing  in  that  stream, 

And  many  perish  there." 

"  I  know  it  well,"  quoth  Christopher, 

Obedient  as  a  child. 
"  Then,  since  thou  canst  not  fast  nor  pray," 

Spake  he,  that  hermit  mild, — 

"  Go  there,  and  when  amid  its  waves 

Men  struggle  sore  dismayed, 
Use  thou  thy  brawny  arm  to  save, 

Thy  wondrous  strength  to  aid. 

"  It  may  be  that  this  work  shall  find 

Acceptance  of  the  Lord, 
Since  none  who  serveth  loyally 

His  well-done  hath  not  heard. 

u  And  if  thy  heart  nor  faint  nor  fail, 

But  hold  His  service  fast, 
Perchance  our  Lord  will  manifest 

Himself  to  thee  at  last." 

Then  spake  the  giant  joyfully  : 

"  This  gladly  will  I  do  ; 
Right  well  the  service  pleaseth  me, 

I  swear  Him  fealty  true." 
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So  went  he,  as  the  hermit  bade, 

And  by  that  river  dwelt ; 
A  palm  uprooted  was  the  staff 

Wherewith  his  way  he  felt. 

And,  tall  and  strong,  stood  evermore 

Upon  that  river's  brink, 
Ready  to  aid  the  struggling  ones 

Who  else  were  like  to  sink. 

The  weak  he  lifted  in  his  arms 

And  on  his  shoulders  bore 
Across  the  angry,  swollen  stream, 

In  safety  to  the  shore. 

And  day  and  night  he  ready  was 

Ever,  in  calm  or  gale, 
And  none  who  needed  of  his  help 

Had  ever  known  him  fail. 

Then  down  the  sapphire  slopes  our  Lord 

Looked  on  this  giant  bold, 
And  marked  how  loyally  he  wrought 

For  love,  and  not  for  gold. 
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And  thus  within  Himself,  He  said : 

"  Behold  this  mighty  man, 
He  knoweth  naught  of  praise  or  prayer, 

Nor  worship  yet  he  can  5 

"  Yet  never  from  my  work  of  love 
His  good  right  arm  doth  swerve ; 

My  guerdon  sure  he  shall  not  lack 
Who  finds  the  way  to  serve." 


VI 

And  now  when  Christopher  his  strength 

Had  spent  full  many  day, 
It  chanced  within  his  hut  of  boughs 

One  stormy  night  he  lay ; 

And  clearly  on  a  sobbing  lull  — 

The  adagio  of  the  gale  — 
Heard  he  upon  the  dusky  shore 

An  infant's  plaintive  wail. 

"  O  Christopher,"  a  child  implored, 
"  Come  forth  and  bear  me  o'er  ! 

Behold,  to  cross  the  stream  I  wait 
Upon  this  inky  shore." 
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Then  forth  looked  he  athwart  the  dark, 

But  nothing  saw  he  then ; 
Yet  scarce  upon  his  bed  was  laid 

Ere  came  the  voice  again. 

Still  nothing  saw  he,  tho'  he  rose, 

Intent  to  do  his  best ; 
Then  once  again  he  laid  him  down 

And  turned  him  to  his  rest. 

A  third  time  came  the  piteous  call ; 

His  lantern  then  he  took, 
And  on  the  bank  he  searched  about 

In  every  bend  and  nook. 

At  last,  upon  the  shore  alone 

A  little  child  he  spied, 
And  "  Bear  me  o'er  the  stream  to-night, 

Good  Christopher,"  it  cried. 

Then  on  his  shoulder,  broad  and  strong, 

He  gently  laid  the  wean, 
And  with  his  palm-staff  in  his  hand, 

Stepped  boldly  in  the  stream. 

And  higher  yet  the  waters  rose, 

And  fiercer  blew  the  wind, 
And  heavy  grew  the  little  one 

He  thought  so  light  to  find. 
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And  heavy  weighed  the  wondrous  child  — 

A  mightier  burden  still ! 
Until  he  quailed  beneath  his  load, — 

This  man  of  might  and  will ! 

But,  courage  taking,  with  his  staff 

His  tottering  step  he  staid, 
And  gained  at  last  the  friendly  bank 

Perplexed  and  dismayed. 

His  burden  safe  upon  the  shore, 

And  laid  in  sheltered  place, 
With  great  astonishment  looked  he 

Into  the  infant's  face. 

"Who  art  thou,  wondrous  child,"  he  said, 

"  By  whom  in  peril  sore 
I  have  been  placed  this  night,  who  ne'er 

Have  feared  for  life  before  ? 

"  Had  I  upon  my  shoulders  borne 
This  huge  round  world,  I  ween, 

The  burden,  mighty  as  it  is, 
No  heavier  had  been  !  " 

"  Wonder  no  more,"  replied  the  child, 
—  So  soft  and  sweet  he  spake, 

As  if  all  harp-strings  silvery 
Did  heavenly  music  make  — 
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"  Not  only  hast  thou  borne  to-night, 

O  Christopher,"  he  said, 
"  The  world  upon  thy  shoulders  broad, 

But  Him  the  world  who  made ! 

"  Me  hast  thou  served,  O  man  of  might, 

Unpaid,  unpraised,  and  free; 
And  now,  in  proof  that  thy  leal  work 

Acceptance  finds  with  me, 

u  Plant  in  the  ground  thy  good  palm  staff, 
And  straightway  shall  it  shoot 

From  out  its  dry  and  withered  bark, 
Both  leaf  and  flower  and  fruit." 

The  dry  staff  in  the  ground  he  set, 

And  lo  !  a  stately  tree 
Flourished,  —  a  palm  with  clustering  dates, 

Most  wonderful  to  see  ! 

Then  noiselessly  a  shining  wing 
Did  cleave  the  darksome  night, 

And  heavenward  soared  the  glorious  child 
And  vanished  from  his  sight. 

With  joyful  heart  upon  his  face 
Then  fell  this  giant  strong, 
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And  worshipped,  and  confessed  the  Christ 
Whom  he  had  served  so  long. 


Whoe'er  thou  art  that  seekest  Him 

On  holy  rood  once  slain, 
Take  heart,  for  never  man  hath  sought 

The  Lord  of  life  in  vain. 

And  know,  right  well,  he  surest  doth 

Alway  the  Master's  hest 
Who,  for  love's  own  and  only  sake, 

Doth  serve  his  kind  the  best. 

Then  to  the  weak  give  joyfully 
Thy  service,  life  and  limb  ; 

Bear  helpfully  Christ's  little  ones 
For  so  thou  bearest  Him. 
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IN   MEMORIAM 

JAMES  RUSSELL   LOWELL 

HE  man  we  mourn,  in  matchless  mould 

Creating  Nature  deftly  ran, 
Wit,  rarest  critic,  scholar,  sage, 
And  poet,  piping  clear  as  Pan ! 


A  nation  dews  his  grave  with  tears, 
He  craves  to-day  no  costlier  boon, 

Who,  had  he  lived  a  thousand  years, 
Had  died,  alas  !  too  soon,  too  soon  ! 
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WITH  poised  stars  his  steadfast  soul 
kept  pace, 
And  all  his  life  was  clean  as  snows 

untrod ; 
For,  ever  as  a  flint  he  set  his  face 

For  righteousness  and  duty,  truth  and  God ! 
Bruised  in  a  Circean  herd's  unseemly  strife, 
Like  the  hurt  deer,  he  sought  green  shades  of 

rest, 
Cooling  the  fevered  pulses  of  his  life 

On  the  great  Mother's  ever-healing  breast. 
Then  to  his  couch  of  dreams,  at  hush  of  night, 
An    angel   bore   sooth    poppies,   fringed    and 

white : 
Softly  he  laid  them  on  his  quiet  eyes, 

And,  like  a  lover,  kissed  away  his  breath, 
And  dreaming  on,  he  woke  in  Paradise 

Immortal !  And  knew  not  the  face  of  Death  ! 
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*'  /  sleep  upon  my  Art  for  a  pillow,  I  waken  in  my 
Art.     I  am  but  in  my  Art,  it  is  me." 

STEVENSON'S  LETTER. 
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HROUGH  years  of  pain  he  wrought, 

with  mastery  light, 
(While  poverty  stood  girding  at  the 

door) 

Warm,  breathing  shapes  of  beauty  and  delight, 
To  grace  and  greaten  Art  forevermore. 

Fate,  touched  with  pity  for  a  soul  so  sweet, 
Smoothed  her  rude  front;    and  Death,  with 
mien  of  grace, 

Stole  in  at  last  on  subtle  velvet  feet, 

And  stabbed  him  swiftly,  with  averted  face. 

Samoa  guards  her  true  love's  lonely  sleep. 

His  fame  the  charmed  world  holds  in  trust  — 
A  heritage  of  gold,  for  Time  to  keep 

Superb  !  undimmed  of  death,  decay,  and  dust. 
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FRANCIS   C.   WOODWORTH* 

BLITHE,  winsome  June,  step  lightly  o'er 
the  mould  ! 
Unbind  the  rosebuds  from  thy  sunny 

hair, 

And  fling  them  in  the  dust ;  for,  pale  and  cold, 
In  the  lone  dark,  thy  lover  slumbers  there. 

Glad  summer  birds,  when  Night  and  Morning 

meet, 

Sing  low  beside  love-cradles  in  the  trees  ; 
Once  to  your  song,  his  soul,  attuned  and  sweet, 
Thrilled  as  the  windharp  to  the  wand'ring 
breeze. 

Light-hearted  children,  on  the  daisied  slopes 
Pause  tenderly,  amid  your  mirth,  and  send 

One  thought  where,  in  the  noon-day  of  his  hopes, 
He  lieth  low —  your  teacher  and  your  friend. 

*  Composer  of  music   and    words    of   "  Chickadee 
Song,"  died  1859. 
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"  Now  thy  long  day's  <vuork  is  done." 

LIFE  frets  no  more  this  wearied  clay ; 
With  folded  hands  he  lies,  meseems, 
As  one  who,  tired  at  shut  of  day, 
Sleeps,  smiling,  lapped  in  happy  dreams. 

For  us  the  jarring  years  of  time, 

The  future  big  with  doubt  and  dread ; 

For  him,  the  changeless,  the  sublime 
Eternal  aeons  of  the  dead  ! 
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M.  I.  B. 

BUT  yesterday  earth  knew  her  face, 
Love  clasped  her  warm, her  living  hand; 
To-day  she  hath  no  more  a  place 
In  any  realm  of  mortal  land. 

I  know  not  by  what  airy  track 

Her  parted  soul  from  earth  hath  flown, 

No  cry  have  I  to  lure  her  back,  — 
She  went  uncharted,  and  alone. 

O  God  !   what  if  her  blessed  face 

I  seek  in  vain  forevermore, 
Through  aeons  wandering  lorn  in  space, 

That  awful  sea,  unspanned  by  shore  ! 

Beating  the  void  with  weary  wing, 

From  world  to  world  in  anguish  tossed, 

That  comfortless  and  unblest  thing  — 
A  Rachel  wailing  for  her  lost ! 
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AFTER   THE   BATTLE 

H.  H.  B. 

EARTH  celebrates  her  brave  who  daunt 
less  go 
With    stir   of    drum,   and    trumpet's 

heartening  blare, 
To  face  on  battlefields  life's  final  foe, 

And  find,  'mid  proud  acclaim,  death  sweet  and 
fair. 

Not  thus  he  met  the  fray  —  this  heart  of  gold  !  — 
Who,  worn  of  slow  disease,  and  scant  of  breath, 

With  steadfast  front,  and  pulses  calm  as  bold, 
Looked  smiling  in  the  ruthless  face  of  Death  ! 

The  hard  day  won,  Night  cometh  :  on  her  breast, 
With  sooth  mandragora,  she  stills  him  now : 

So  mothers  rock  their  wearied  babes  to  rest 
With  tender  kisses  pressed  on  lip  and  brow. 
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^^JPHE  rose  is  dead !  even  so ;  yet  have  we 
M  had  our  summer,  heart  — 

Our  summer-time,  warm,  loveful,  sweet ! 

Come  weary  winter  then, 
We  will  not  flout  at  Fate  ;  but  brave  pain's  cruel 

smart, 

And  smiling  cry :   Well  worth  is  life  —  a  rose  hath 
been  ! 
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